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strawberries were as fresh and as delightful as yourself, and
came to me at a welcome moment, when I was spiritless and
feverish." He still remembered the ball at which he had
first set eyes on her. "Pray," he had said, "who is that young
lady who looks as if she had come out of a picture of George
the Second's time?" What grace and wit the women had
in those days! Now, in 1860, a young woman seemed to
have no ambition beyond being taken for a Dame aux
Camelias. She would walk out with her skirts up to the
knee, showing a pretty leg, and address men as Tom or
John or Dick, and discuss with the young men the latest
scandalous gossip born at White's.

Sovereigns were passing. Good King Louis-Philippe,
who used to send Disraeli such beautifully cut slices of ham
at the Tuileries, he had seen sitting in tears on his bed, in an
exile's bedroom. But as against that, he had been received
in that same palace of the Tuileries by an Emperor who, in
days gone by, had taken him out in a rowing-boat on the
Thames. Mary Anne, seated at the right hand of Napo-
leon III, recalled how he had run them aground and how he
was always undertaking things which he did not understand
how to do. The Emperor laughed, and the Empress said,
"Just like him!" Dizzy's taste for the Arabian Nights was
satisfied by the Paris of the Second Empire: "Round her
swanlike neck the Empress wore a necklace of emeralds and
diamonds such as might have been found in the cave of
Aladdin, and yet, though colossal gems, for her they were
not too vast." His love for France remained unfaltering:
and frequently, through secret emissaries, the Emperor
was given his counsel j it was excellent, but alas, too often
ignored.

The little Queen, upon whom Dizzy formerly waited in
the company of his old friend Lyndhurst, had become an
austere and powerful sovereign. She was beginning, ever so